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By  inm.  HUMPHREY  WARD, 

AUTHOR  0»  “ROBERT  ELSM  C  RE." 
CHAPTiR  IV. 

A  few  days  after  the  performance  of  the 
White  Lady,"  Kendal,  in  the  course  of  h  • 
weekly  letter  to  his  sister,  sent  her  a  fairly 
detailed  account  of  the  evening,  including 
the  interview  with  her  after  the  play,  which 
had  left  two  or  three  very  marked  impres¬ 
sions  upon  him.  “I  wish,”  be  wrote,  ‘‘I 
could  only  convey  to  you  a  sense  of  her  per¬ 
sonal  charm  such  as  might  balance  the  im- 


after  our  conversation  w(tb  her  I  had 
tirely  forgotten  her  failure  as  an  actress, 
and  it  is  only  later,  since  I  have  thought 
over  the  evening  in  detail,  that  1  have  re¬ 
turned  to  my  first  standpoint  of  wonder  at 
the  easy  toleration  of  the  English  public. 
When  you  are  actually  with  bar,  talking  to 
her,  looking  at  her,  Forbes’  attitude  U  the 
only  possible  and  reasonable  Due.  What 
does  art,  or  cultivation,  or  training  matter  I 
1  found  myself  saying,  as  I  wajfeed  home,  in 
echo  of  him— so  long  as  nature  will  only 
condescend  once  in  a  hundred  yean  to  pro¬ 
duce  for  ui  u  creature  so  perfect,  so  finely 
fashioned  to  all  beautiful  uses!  Let  other 
l«eople  go  through  the  toil  to  .acquire,  their 
aim  is  truth,  but  here  is  beauty  iu  11? quin¬ 
tessence,  and  *  hat  is  beauty  but  three  i>arts 
t.ftrutbf  Beauty  is  harmony  with  the  uni- 


“ Probably  for  the  first  Sunday— a  week 
beuce— we  »b£ll  go  to  Surrey.  You  remem¬ 
ber  Hugh  Famhams  property  near  Leith 
Hill?  1  know  all  the  farms  about  there  from 
old  shooting  days,  and  there  is  one  on  the 
edge  of  some  great  commons  which  would  be 
perfection  on  a  Hay  Sunday.  I  will  write 
you  a  full  account  of  our  day.  The  only  rule 
laid  down  by  the  league  is  that  things  are  to 
be  so  managed  that  Miss  Bretherton  is  to 
have  no  joaeible  excuse  for  fatigue  so  long  as 
she  is  in  the  hands  of  the  society. 

••My  book  goes  on  fairly  welL  I  have  been 
making  a  long  study  of  De’Musaet,  with  the 
result  that  the  poems  seem  to  me  far  finer 
than  I  bad  remembered,  and  the  'Confessions 
d’un  Enfant  du  Siecie’ 


gown,  gracefully  intertwined  with  violet 
scarfs,  singing  to  a  party  of  robust  young 
women  ri  a  ‘light  which  never  w  as  on  sea  or 
land.'  Y»u  could  count  all  the  figures 
in  the  first,’  she  said, ‘it  was  >>  lifelike,  to 
real,  and  then  Halford  was  roinam.c,  the 
picture  was  pretty,  and  she  liked  it  1  looked 
at  Forbes  wuu  some  amusement .  it  was  grati¬ 
fying,  remembering  the  rudomoutade  with 
which  \v  allace  and  1  bad  been  crushed  on 
the  uight  of  the  ‘White  Lady*  to  see  him 
wince  under  Miss  Bretherton'*  liking  of  the 
worst  art  in  En eland!  Is  the  critical  spirit 
worth  something,  or  is  it  superfluous  iu  the¬ 
atrical  matters  and  only  indispensable  In 
matters  of  painting?  I  think  he  caught  the 


frowning  a  little  at  Wallace  as  she  spoke.  get  them  for  her.  and  brought 

‘Please  don’t  expect  me  to  talk  about  them.  1  sprung  c>u_  in  h„r  Kami 


r-ppdwl,  before  we  leave  the  common.’ 

*  them  for  her,  and  bn  _ 
back  a  quantity  She  took  them  in  her  hand 

_ bow  unlike  other  women  she  is,  after  all, 

in  spite  of  ber  hatred  of  Bohemia :  -and,  rn»w 
ingtbem  to  ber  lips,  she  waved  a  farewell 
throu-h  them  to  the  great  common  lying  Le- 
hind  us  in  the  evening  sun.  How  beautiful ! 

— -  wr  -  SSSrtl'X—  a 

was  done  so  warmly,  with  such  a  winning, 
l  cannot 


I  know  nothing  about  them — 1  have  never 
wished  to.’ 

“Her  voice  had  a  tone  almost  of  hauteur  in 
ih  I  have  notiaed  it  before.  It  is  the  tone 
of  the  famous  actress  acecustomed  to  believe 
in  herself  end  her  own  opinion.  I  connected 
it,  too,  with  all 
tion  to  look  upon 


French  novels  and  French  actresses!  Ap¬ 
parently  she  regards  them  all  as  so  many  un¬ 
known  horrors  standing  in  the  way  of  the  -r - .  th()se  primrt«.  iring 

porlflcation  of  dramatic  art  bye  beeuti-  PkJ^f|*^giOTed  hand  ail  the  way  home, 
ful  young  person  with  a  high  standard  of  .  f  ]  ^  what 

duty.  It  is  very  odd!  Evidently  she  is  the  Henceforward.  I  lew  sne  roa^  _ 


high  spirited 
half  under¬ 


bouse  r 

Ten  days  later  Kendal  spent  a  long  Monday 
evening  iu  writing  the  following  letter  to  bis 
sister: 

‘  Our  yesterday's  expedition  was,  I  think,  a 
great  success.  Mrs.  Stuart  was  happy,  be¬ 
cause  she  had  for  once  induced  Stuart  to  put 
away  his  (tapers  and  allow  himself  a  fiMiday ; 
it  was  Miss  Brethertons  first  sight  of  the 
genuine  English  country,  and  she  was  like  a 
child  among  the  gorso  and  the  hawthorns, 
while  Wallace  and  I  amused  our  manly  stives 
extremely  well  in  befrleuding  the  most  t>eau- 
tiful  woman  iu  the  British  i*les,  iu  drawing 
her  out  and  watching  her  strung  naive  im¬ 
pressions  of  things.  Stuart,  1  think,  was  not 
quite  happy.  K  ts  hardly  to  be  expected  of  a 
lawyer  iu  the  crisis  of  his  fortunes  that  he 
should  cujoy  ten  hours’  divonru  from  his 


dare  say  there  is;  we  re  so  confoundedly  up¬ 
pish  in  the  way  we  look  at  things.  If  either 
of  them  bail  a  (article  of  drawing  or  a  scrap 
of  taste,  if  both  of  them  weren't  as  bare  as 
a  broomstick  of  the  least  vestige  of  gift,  or 
any  suspicion  of  knowledge,  there  might  he  a 
good  deal  to  say  for  them!  Only,  my  dear 
MissT 


thusiasm  would  touch  and  charm  one  a  good 
<bnl  more;  as  it  is,  considering  her  position, 
it  is  rather  putting  the  cart  before  the  horse. 
But,  of  course,  one  can  understand  that  it  is 
Just  these  traits  in  her  that  help  her  to  make 
the  impression  she  does  on  London  society 
and  the  orthodox  public  in  general. 


_ _ _  t  >etter.  I 

should  lika  to  help  her  to  understand  it,  but 
I  won't  quarrel  with  her,  even  in  my 
thoughts,  «nv  more. 

“On  looking  over  this  letter  it  seems  to  me 
that  if  you  w efe  not  you,  and  I  were  not  I, 

von  might  with  some  plausibility  a - 

.  >  I  in  Inra  wr if  h  V  IM 
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»  of  being— What?— in  love  with  Miss  Brether- 
after  the  nut  «  _  u _  You 


■  Bretherton.  yousosit  s  rosily  not  a  mat-  ^va*  tenth  But  y^  know  me  too  well.  You 

ol  -.pinion;  1  assure  you  it  isn't.  1  could  ^’^*1  ulT&tLuTlittl*  locdfoT  .maw.  know  1  ua ooa  of  the  old  Cuhioned  pcoplo 

« “ - »“»“  •-» “d *.*»  .n'"k»  JKiESU  u»  aiSLSST  -h»  com,rn“i « Journal 


POWDER 

Absolutely  Pure. 


versal  order,  a  revelation  of  laws  and  perfvc-  1  briefs;  but  bo  did  his  best  to  reti’h  the  cona¬ 
tions  of  which,  in  our  common  groping 
through  a  dull  world,  wo  find  in  general 
nothing  to  remind  us.  Anti,  if  so,  what  folly 
to  ask  of  a  human  creature  that  it  should  be 
more  than  beautiful!  It  is  a  messenger  from 
the  gods,  und  we  treat  it  as  if  it  were  any 
l  omulon  traveler  along  the  highway  of  life, 
aud  cron*  examine  it  for  its  cr|edeiitials  in¬ 
stead  of  raising  our  altar  aud  sacrificing  to 
it  with  grateful  hearts. 

“That  was  my  latest  impression  of  Friday 
night  But.  naturally,  by  Sat*rday  morn¬ 
ing  I  had  returned  to  the  rational  (Kiint  of 
view.  The  mind's  morning  climate  is  re¬ 
moved  by  many  degrees  from  that  of  the 
evening;  ami  the  critical  revolt  which  the 
whole  spectacle  of  the  ‘White  Lady.'  had 
originally  roused  iu  me  revived  in  all  its 
force.  1  began,  indeed,  to  feel  as  if  1  aud 
humanity,  with  its  long:  laborious  tradition, 
were  ou  oue  side,  holding  our  ok  a  against  a 
young  and  arrogant  aggressor  —  namely, 
beauty,  in  the  person  of  Miss  Bretherton. 

How  many  men  and  women,  1  thought, 
have  labored  and  struggled  and' died  in  the 
effort  t<<  reach  a  higher  and  higher  perfec¬ 
tion  in  one  single  art,  and  are  they  to  be  out¬ 
done,  eelqaed  iu  a  inomeut,  bi‘  something 
which  is  a  mere  freak  of  nalunj;  something 
which,  like  the  lilies  of  the  field,  has  neither 
toiled  nor  ftpuu,  and  yet  claims  the  special 
inheritance  and  r«wa*d  of  those  who  have? 

It  seemed  to  uie  as  tnougta  my  seeling  iu  her 
presence  of  the  night  before,  as  if  th  -  Midden 
overthrow  of  the  critical  resistance  in  me. 
had  Leu  a  kind  of  treachery  t^  the  human 
cause.  Heuut^ias  power  enough,  I  found 
myself  reflecting  with  some  fienfeiie*— let  us 
withhold  from  her  a  sway  and  1  prerogative 
which  me  in>f  rightly  her*;  let  us  defend 
against  her  that  store  of  human  sympathy 
w  hich  is  the  pro|>er  reward,  imtlnf  her  facile 
aud  heaven  bj>rn  (lerfections,  but  <*f  ialsjr 
and  mteliigeiKV  of  all  that  is  {complex  aud 
tenacious  in  the  workings  of  the  .human 
spirit. 

“And  then,  as  my  mood  ossle  I  still  fur¬ 
ther.  I  began  to  recall  many  a?i  evening  at 
the  Fraucaise  w  ith  you,  and  one  (cut  after 
another,  one  actor  after  anotherl,  recurred  to 
me,  till,  as  1  realized  afresh  wit*  dramatic 
intelligence  ami  dramatic  t  running  really 
are,  I  feil  into  an  angry  <vnte*npt  for  our 
lavish  English  euthusiasms.  Fdorgyl!  it  is 
not  her  fault  if  she  believes  lujrsetf  to  L*  a 
great  actress.  Brought  up  ijnder  mis¬ 
leading  conditions,  and  without  any  but  the 
most  elementary  education,  |x<w  >s  she  to 
know  what  the  yral  thing  means'  She  finds 
herself  the  rage  within  a  tew  *eeks  of  her 
urpearanct*  in  the  gn^atest  city  in  the  world. 

Naturally  she  jeiys -no  herd  t.«  her  critics — 
why  would  she* 

‘  And  she  is.iu.lml  a  nu*<t  perplexing  mix¬ 
ture.  Ho  what  I  will,  L  I’aniHK  harmonize 
all  my  different  iiiiprt4MOn.s  of  her  Let  me  I 
liegiu  a;:un.  Why  is  it  that  her  acting  is  so 
l>oor*  I  never  saw  a  more  dramatic  per¬ 
sonality.  Evervthiug  that  she  says  or  des 
is  said  or  done  with  a  wrath,  d  force,  a  viva¬ 
city  that  makes  her  smallest  gesture  and  Ler 
cutest  tone  impress  theunelveL  u(«on  you. 

I  felt  this  v*-yy  strongly  two  or  three  time* 
after  the  play  ><u  Friday  night 4- in  her  talk 
with  Eilns.  for  instance,  whom  she  has 
altogether  m  her  toils,  and  whimi  sho  plays 
With  as  tlioUgh  lie  were  the  gra^  headed 
Merlin  and  site  an  innocent  Viy.en  weaving 
hurmle*>  sje.i>  atom  him.  And  then,  from 
t  hi*  ui«  d  i.;  war  of  words  and  looks,  this  gay 
•  amnr:nl<-  which  there  wa^  not  a  scrap 
of  roquvtr)  or  self  C009CU*US1U-SS,  sL-  W  ould 
|*avs  uitoM  sudden  outburst  of  anger  a4totbe 
iJii|<ertinemv  of  English  rich  pfiuple,  the  nn- 
lertiiH-iHs-  i*f  ricli  millionaires  who  have 
<1.0.1  oi., -  ..r  twi.v  to  order’  l^-r  for  their 
evening  i-art.is  a*  they  would  order  their 
.  es.  or  th.-  : in i crtinetKv  of  the, young ‘swell 
about  town'  him  thinks  she  has  nothing  to 
d»i  L'hmd  th.-  -.vile*  but  receipre  l>is  visits 
ami  jif,v\  id-  i  on  w:tn  eTitertanum-ni.  Aud. 
ustbequi-  K  mii-etu  -us  words  eftme  rushing 
.'U  t.  •  ;h.»t  here  for  onev  yrasu  woman 
i.  iiuud  to  you.  qnd  that  with 
and  curving  lib.  an  udtorn 
gy  w  Inch  made  every  wh>rd 
It  she  would  hut  IvHik  hkc  that 
ge?  But  Mi 
Kdi 


'leak  i! 

»  flashing 
grace  and 
inemorabh 
***•  speak  like  that 
of  course 


mrm  level.  f,nd  his  wife,  wbo  M  devoted  m 
him.  and  might  as  well  not  oe  married  at  hh. 
from  the  point  of  view  of  marital  companion¬ 
ship,  evidently  thought  him  perfection  The 
day  more  than  confirmed  my  liking  for  Mrs. 
Stuart,  there  are  certain  little  follies  about 
her;  she  is  too  apt  to  regard  every  distin¬ 
guished  dinner  jwrty  she  and  Stuart  attend 
as  an  event  of  enormous  and  universal  inter¬ 
est,  and  beyond  London  society  her  sym¬ 
pathies  hardly  reach,  except  in  that  vague 
charitable  form  which  is  rather  pity  and 
toleration  tbnu  sympathy.  But  she  is  kindly, 
womanly,  soft:  she  has  no  small  jealousies 
and  nene  <>f  that  petty  self  consciousness 
which  make*  m>  many  women  wearisome  to 
the  great  majority  of  plain  men,  who  have 
no  wish  to  take  their  social  exercises  too  much 
au  serieux. 

“I  was  curious  to  see  what  sort  of  a  rela¬ 
tionship  she  and  Miss  Bretherton  had  devel¬ 
oped  toward  each  other.  Mrs.  Stuart  is 
uothing  if  not  cultivated;  her  light  individ¬ 
uality  floats  easily  on  the  stream  of  Ixmdon 
thought,  now  with  this  curreut,  now  with 
that,  but  always  in  movement,  never  left  lie- 
bind.  She  has  the  usual  literary  and  armtjic 
topics  at  her  finger'-  end,  and  so  she  knows 
everybody.  Whenever  th*-  mere  abstract 
sides  of  a  subj«-ct  begin  to  liore  her,  she  can 
fall  back  upon  an  endless  store  of  gossip  a a 
lively,  as  brightly  colored,  and.  ou  the  whole, 
as  harmless  as  >h~  herself  is.  Miss  Brethertdn 
had  till  a  week  or  two  ago  but  two  subjects^— 
Jamaica  aud  the  stage  — the  latter  taken  in  a 
somew  hat  narruw  sense.  Now  she  has  added 
to  her  store  of  knowledge  a  great  number  of 
first  impressions  of  Iomdoti  notorieties, 
which  naturally  throw  her  mind  and  Mrte. 
Stuart’s  more  frequently  into  contact  with 
each  other.  But  I  see  that,  after  all,  Mns. 
Stuart  had  no  need  of  any  bridges  of  tnis 
kind  to  bring  her  on  to  common  ground  w  ith 
Isabel  Bretherton.  Her  strong  woman lm>-ss 
and  rho  leaven  of  warm. hearted  youth  still 
stirring  in  her  would  be  quite  enough  of 
themselves,  and  besides,  there  is  a  critical  de¬ 
light  in  the  girl'*  lienutyand  the  little  per¬ 
sonal  pride  and  excitement  she  undoubtedly 
feels  at  having,  m  so  creditable  and  natural 
a  manner,  secured  a  hold  on  the  most  inter¬ 
esting  person  of  the  season.  It  iy  curious  to 
see  her  forgetting  her  own  specialties  and 
neglecting  to  make  her  own  (Knots  that  she 
may  bring  her  eompaniou  forward  aud  set 
her  in  the  l>est  light.  Miss  Bretherton  takes 
her  homage  very  prettily ;  it  is  natural  to  her 
to  be  made  miieh  of,  and  she  does  not  refuse 
it,  but  >he  in  her  turn  evidently  admires 
enormously  her  friend's  social  capabilities 
and  cleverness,  nnd  she  is  impulsively  eager 
to  make  some  return  for  Mrs  Stifart's  kind¬ 
ness— an  eagerness  which  shows  itself  in  the 
greatest  complaisance  toward  all  the  Stuarts’ 
friends,  and  in  a  constant  watchfulness  far 
anything  which  will  please  ami  flatter  them. 

“However,  here  I  am  as  usual  wasting 
tim-  m  analysis- instead  of  describing  to  you 
ourStimhiv  It  was  one  of  those  heavenly 
day's  with  which  May  startles  us  out  of  our 
piuHer  iH-ssiuiism.  sky  and  earth  seemed  to 
be  alike  clothed  in  a  young  iridescent  beauty. 
We  found  a  carriage  waiting  for  us  at  the 
station,  and  wv  drove  along  a  great  maiu> 
road  until  a  sudden  turn  landed  us  iu  a 
green  track  traversing  a  land  of  endless  com¬ 
mons,  a*  wild  and  as  forsakea  of  human  kind 
as  though  it  were  a  region  in  some  virgin 
continent.  t>  i  either  hand  the  gorse  was 
thick  and  golden;  great  oaks,  splendid  in  the 
first  dazzling  sharpness  of  their  spring  green, 
threw  vast  shadows  over  the  fresh  moist 
gras*  beneath,  aiul  over  the  latubs  sleeping 
beside  their  fleecy -mothers,  while  the  haw¬ 
thorns  ro<e  into  the  sky  in  masses  of  ruse 
tinted  snow,  each  tree  a  shining  miracle  of 
white  set  in  the  environing  blue. 

•  Then  came  the  farm  house— old.  red 
brick,  red  tiled,  casemented  -everything  that 
the  apsthetie  soul  desires— the  farmer  and  hta 
wife  looking  out  for  us,  and  a  pleasant, 
homely  meal  ready  in  the  parlor,  with  its 
last  century  woodwork. 


prove 

four,  that  Halford’s  figure*  don't  join  in  the 
middle,  and  that  Forth’s  men  and  women  are 
as  flat  as  my  hand— there  isn't  a  back  among 
them !  And  then  the  taste,  and  the  color,  and 
the  claptrap  Idiocy  of  the  sentiment !  No,  I 
don't  think  I  can  stand  it.  I  am  all  for  («eople 
getting  enjoyment  where  they  can,’  with  a 
defiant  look  at  me.  'and  snapping  their  fin¬ 
gers  at  the  critics.  But  one  must  draw  the 
line  aomew here.  1  here’s  some  art  that's  out 
of  court  from  the  beginning.’ 

“1  couldn't  resist  it. 

“  Don't  listen  to  him.  Miss,  Bretherton,’  I 
cried.  ‘If  I  were  you  I  wouldn't  let  him  spoil 
vour  pleasure.  The  great  thing  is  to  feel; 
defend  your  feeling  against  him !  It's  worth 
more  than  this  criticism.’ 

“Forbes'  eyes  looked  laughing  daggers  at 
me  from  upder  his  shaggy  white  brows.  Mrs. 
Stuart  ainl  Wallace  kept  their  countenances 
to  perfection;  but  I  had  him;,  there’s  no 
denying  it. 

“  ‘Oh,  1  know'  nothing  about  it,’ said  Isabel 
Bretherton.  divinely  unconscious  of  the  little 
skirmish  going  ou  around  her.  ’You  must 
teach  me,  Mr.  Forbes.  1  only  know  wbat 
touches  me,  what  I  like— that's  all  I  know  in 
anything.’ 

'“‘It's  all  we  any  of  us  know,’  said  Wal¬ 
lace,  airily.  *We  begin  with  ‘‘I  like”  and  *‘I 
don't  like.”  then  we  l>egin  to  be  prcyjd  and 
make  distinctions  and  find  reasons;  but  the 
thing  lieats  us,  and  we  come  back  in  the  end 
to  *‘I  like "  and  “I  don’t  like.'’  ’ 

“The  lunch  over,  we  strolled  out  along  the 
common,  through  heather  which  as  j’et  was 
a  mere  brown  expanse  of  flowerless  under¬ 
growth  and  copes  which  overhead  were  a 
canopy  of  golden  oak  leaf  aud  carpeted 
underueatn  with  primroses  apd  the  young 
upending  bracken.  Presently  through  a 
little  wood  we  came  upon  a  pond  lying  wide 
and  blue  before  us  under  the  breezy  May  sky, 
its  shores  fringed  with  scented  tir  wood  and 
the  whole  air  alive  with  birds.  We  sat  down 
under  a  pile  of  logs  fresh  cut  and  fragrant 
and  talked  away  vigorously.  It  was  a  little 
difficult  often  to  keep  the  conversation  on 
lines  which  did  not  exclude  Miss  Bretherton. 
Forbes,  the  Stuarts,  Wallace  anil  I  are  accus¬ 
tomed  to  lie  together,  and  one  never  realizes  I 
wbat  a  Freemasonry  the  intercourse  even 
of  a  capital  is  until  one  tries  to  introduce  an  I 
outsider  into  it.  We  talked  the  theatre,  of 
course;  the  ways  of  different  actors,  the  for¬ 


mant  and  discomfort  as  Miss  Bretherton  de-  the  game  world.  When  I  come 

hvered  herself.  'Then  we  came  back  we  /to^link  about  it,  I  can  hardly  imagine 

found  Forbes  sketching  her-^he  sitting  rather  ^iorii  whether  outwardly  or  inwardly, 
flushed  and  silent  under  the  tree,  and  be  ^ore  wi,JXpart  than  mine  and  Miss  Bretb- 
erton’i  " 

i  7b  be  continued  next  i reek  ) 


tunes  of  managers.  Isabel  Bretherton  nat-  over  his  work  than  anybody  else  in 
urallv  has  as  yet  seen  very  little;  her  com-  J  worl(L  They  don’t  shirk,  they  throw  t 
ments  were  mainly  personal  and  all  of  a  -  - 
friendly,  enthusiastic  kind,  for  the  pro¬ 
fession  has  been  very  cordial  to  her. 

A  month  or  five  weeks  more  nod 
her  engagement  at  the  Calliope  will 
be  over.  There  are  other  theatres  open 
to  her,  of  course,  and  all  the  managers  are 
at  her  feet ;  but  she  has  set  her  heart  upoh 
going  abroad  for  some  time,  and  has,  I 
imagine,  made  so  much  money  this  season 
that  the  family  cannot  in  decency  object  to 
her  having  her  own  way.  'I  am  wild  to  get 
to  Italy,'  she  said  to  me  in  her  emphatic,  im¬ 
petuous  way.  ‘Sir  Walter  Rutherford  has 
talked  to  me  so  much  about  it  that  I  am  be¬ 
ginning  to  dream  of  it.  I  long  to  have  done 
with  Londou  and  be  off!  This  English  sun 
seems  to  me  so  chilly,’  and  she  drew  her  win¬ 
ter  cloak  about  her  with  a  little  shiver/al¬ 
though  the  day  was  really  an  English  summer 
day,  and  Mrs.  Stuart  was  in  cotton.  ‘I  came 
from  such  warmth,  and  I  loved  it.  I  have 
been  making  acquaintance-  with  all  sorts  of 
horrors  since  I  came  to  London— face  ache  and 
rheumatism  and  colds— I  scarcely  knew  there 
were  such  things  in  the  world  And  I  never 
knew  what  it  was  to  be  tired  before.  Some¬ 
times  I  can  hardly  drag  through  my  work. 

I  hate  it  so;  it  makes  me  cross  like  a  naughty 
child  !' 

“  ‘Do  you  know,’  I  said,  flinging  myself  ^ 
down  lieside  her  on  the  grass  and  looking  up 
at  her,  ‘that  it's  altogether  wrong?  Nature 
never  meant  you  to  feel  tired;  it's  mod- 


drawing  away  and  working  himself  at  every 
stroke  into  a  greater  and  greater  enthusiasm. 
And  certainly  she  was  as  beautiful  as  a 
dream,  sitting  against  that  tree,  with  the 
brown  heather  about  her  and  the  young  oak 
leaves  over  head.  But  I  returned  in  an 
antagonistic  frame  of  mind,  a  little  oat  of 
patience  with  her  and  her  beauty,  and  won¬ 
dering  why  nature  always  blunders  some¬ 
where! 

“However,  on  the  way  home  she  had 
another  and  a  pleasanter  surprise  for  me.  A 
carriage  was  waiting  for  us  on  the  main 
road  and  we  6trdlled  towards  it  through  the 
^orse  and  the  trees  and ,  the  rich  level  even¬ 
ing  lights.  I  dropped  behind  for  some  prim¬ 
roses  still  lingering  in  bloom  beside  a  little 
brook;  she  strayed,  too,  and  we  were  to¬ 
gether,  out  of  ear  shot  of  the  rest. 

“  ‘Mr.  Kendal,’  she  said,  looking  straight 
at  me,  as  I  handed  the  flowers  to  her,  ‘you 
may  have  misunderstood  something  just 
now.  I  don’t  want  to  pretend  to  what  I 
haven’t  got.  I  don’t  know  French,  and  I 
‘  can’t  read  French  novels  if  I  wished  to  ever 
.  so  much.’ 

“What  was  I  to  say?  She  stood  looking  at 
me  seriously,  a  little  proudly,  having  eased 
her  conscience,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  at  some 
cost  to  herself.  I  felt  at  first  inclined  to 
turn  the  thing  off  with  a  jest,  but  suddenly  I 
thought  to  myself  that  I  too  could  speak  my 
mind. 

“  ‘Well,’  I  said,  deliberately,  walking  on 
beside  her,  ‘you  lose  a  good  deal  There  are 
hosts  of  French  novels  which  I  would  rather 
not  see  a  woman  touch  with  the  tips  of  her 
fingers ;  but  there  are  others  which  take  one 
into  a  bigger  world  than  we  English  people, 
with  our  parochial  ways  of  writing  and  see¬ 
ing,  have  any  notion  of.  George  Sand  car¬ 
ries  you  full  into  the  mid  European  stream 
—you  feel  it  flowing,  you  are  brought  into 
contact  with  all  the  great  ideas,  nil  the  big 
interests;  she  is  an  education  in  herself. 
And  then  Balzac !  he  has  such  a  range  and 
breadth,  he  teaches  one  so  much  of  human 
nature,  and  with  6uch  conscience,  such  force 
of  representation!  It’s  the  same  with  their 
novels  as  with  their  theatre.  Whatever 
other  faults  he  may  have,  a  first  rate  French¬ 
man  of  the  artistic  sort  takes  more  pains 
a  the 
their 

life  blood  into  it,  whether  it’s  acting,  or 
painting,  or  writing.  You’ve  never  seen 
Desforets,  I  think!— no,  of  course  not,  and 
you  will  be  gone  before  she  comes  again. 
What  a  pity  1’ 

“Miss  Bretherton  picked  one  of  my  prim¬ 
roses  ruthlessly  to  pieces  and  flung  it  away 
from  her  with  one  of  her  nervous  gestures. 
‘I  am  not  sorry,’  she  said.  ‘Nothing  would 
have  induced  me  to  go  and  see  her.’ 

“  ‘Indeed!'  I  said,  waiting  a  u**L» , 
for  what  she  would  say  next. 

1  “  ’It’s  not  that  I  am  jealous  of  her, 
exclaimed,  with  a  quick,  proud  look  at  me: 
“not  that  I  don’t  believe  she’s  a  great  actress; 
but  I  can't  separate  her  acting  from  what 
she  Is  herself.  It  is  women  like  that  who 
bring  discredit  on  the  whole  profession— it  is 
women  like  that  who  make  people  think  that 
no  good  woman  can  be  an  actress.  I  resent 
it,  and  I  mean  to  take  the  other  line.  I  want 
to  prove,  if  1  can,  that  a  woman  may  be  iwi 
actress  and  still  be  a  lady,  still  be  treated 
just  as  you  treat  the  women  you  know  and 
respect!  I  mean  to  prove  that  there  need 
never  be  a  word  breathed  against  her,  that 
she  is  anybody’s  equal,  and  that  her  private 
life  is  her  own  and  not  the  public’s.  It  makes 
my  blood  boil  to  hear  the  way  people — espe¬ 
cially  men— talk  about  Mme.  Desforets; 
there  is  not  one  of  you  who  would  let  your 
wife  or  your  sister  shake  hands  with  her,  and 


This  powder  never  varies.  A  marvel  of  purity 
•trenjtth  and  wholestnienesa.  M.n*  ec.ni..«ntoal 
than  the  oniluary  kinds,  and  cannot  i.e#*-ldln,  pi  1C0 
competition  with  the  multitude  of  low  test,  r 
short  weight  alum  or  phosphate  lewder*.  Sold 
onlf  m  cam  KoTAL  11AKISU  PoWDKk  Co..  U* 

Wall  St..  S.  Y 


Having  completed  Taking  Stock  I  find  a  bon*  • 
Parlor  Suits  in  coverings  atad  styles  that  I  do  not 
tend  to  keep.  Will  sell  t]|em  at  almost  your 
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THE  MUTUAL  BENEFIT 

Life  Insurance  Company. 

NEWARK,  N.  J. 

AMZ1  DODD,  -  -  President 

Asms  (Market  Values)  Jan.  1,  1888 

$42  111,233.33 

Liabixitbs  4  per  cL  Reserve  39,283.484.33 
Surplus  -  -  -  2,827,749.00 

Surplus,  by  former  New  York 
Standard  (discontinued  this 
year,  -  -  -  6,623,762.75 

Policies  Absolutely  Non-Forfeltable  After 
Second  year. 

Df  CAS* OF  LAPS*  th*  PoUoy  t*  CONTINUED 
IN  rORCKa*  long  a*  It*  vain*  will  pay  for;  or,  li 
preferred,  a  Paid  up  Policy  for  lu  full  value  U  la¬ 
med  In  exchange. 

After  tha  second  year  Pollcle*  are  INCONTESTA¬ 
BLE.  exoept  a*  agalDSt  Intentional  fraud:  oad  all 
restrictions  *  l»  residence,  traeei  *r  eccupah—  are 
removed. 

CASH  LOANS  are  made  to  the  extent  of  BO  per 
cent  of  the  reeerve  value  where  valid  assignments 
of  the  Poiiotea  can  be  made  a*  oo [lateral  security. 

LOSSES  paid  Imuie 
approval  of  proof*. 


ABEL  BAKER. 


Wholesale  and  Retail 


Bloomfield  Center, 

Offer*  to  all  friends  and  patrons,  old  and  new 
the  highest  grade*  of  Minnesota  Patent  and 
Winter 

White  Wheat  Flour, 

Fancy  Creamery  and  Dairy  Butter, 


Montclair  Boys’  School. 


50  pieces  « *f  TsjHvitrv  Brussels 

lo  bo  mini*'  any  more,  at  almost  vour 


i 


jH'ts,  of  pattern*  Ilia?  at, 

price. 


MoVICAR  A  DOW,  Proprietors. 

A  Day  and  Boarding  School  for  Boys. 

FALL  TERM  OPENS  SEPTEMBER  18. 

A  Full  Course  of  Study,  beginning  with 
the  Primary  Department  and  preparing  l*ni£  **  "inost  Hliv  pntv  > 

for  College  or  Business.  Special  arrange¬ 
ments  have  been  mad  i  for  the  convey¬ 
ance  of  pupile  from  the  Station  to  th* 

School  Early  application  for  admission 
1  Is  advisable.  For  Catalogue  and  Informa¬ 
tion  aedrese  or  call  on 

J.  G.  McVICAR, 

Principal. 

iResldence  Union  St.,  near  Fullerton  Av. 


BEDROOM  SUITS. 

25  Block  Walnut  Suits,  K  pieces,  wirbli*  tup,  ••fpott*  in  t but  i,  Ls 


GOOD  PARLOR  SUITS. 


Bioomfn 


Regular  price  $50.  Reduced  to  $37.50 


COtEMAN 

COLLEGE.  Newark,  N.  J. 

Both,  Middle  aoed  Men  and  Young  Ladies. 
Trained  for  a  successful  mart  lu  bUHluee*  life  at 

Coleman  College,  707  to  713  Broad  St. 

Newark,  N.  J. 

The  largest  and  most  popular  school  In  the 
country.  Course  of  study  combines  theory  with 
practice  bv  a  system  of  business  transactions 
oased  ou  real  values.  No  vacations.  Rates  low. 
Graduates  assisted  to  situations. 

The  College  Journal  aud  Illustrated  Catalogue 
mailed  on  application. 

H.  COLEMAN,  Principal. 


Tartly  BitihhcIh  (’urpHN,  ri“Milnl| ji:ic<<  IldK-  jh  i  \.l  . 

Antique  Oak,  Ash  or  Cherry  lie<lruoui  Suita,  rojpilni  jui,  , 
to  $27.50.  0  ^ 

V 

Parlor  Stoves,  ItuUgdH,  Oilcloth,  I  .  1 1 1  *  .  ete  .In  I*,  w  r.  is  I  |. 


I  l.l  lit 


-UwalM 

;r,’  she 


Also  a  Full  stock  of 


Fancy  &  Staple  Groceries. 

Price*  always  In  aooord  with  New  York  Market* 
Dolivorte*  Dally. 

Tour  Patronage  Solicited. 


DAY  SDd  NIGHT  SESSIONS. 

GOURHES  IN  BUSINESS  STUDIES- 
Shorthand;  German;  Mechanl-  al : 

Architectural  and  Freehand  Drewiag. 

Terms  low.  Full  informational  the 

Ncv  Jersey  Business  College, 
764  and  766  Broad  St. 

•  NEWARK,  N.  J. 

0.  T.  MILLER. 

Catalogue  Free..  principal. 


100  LniinyrcK  in  all  kimls  of  eov< 


rii^rH  til  . 

fi 


|.ne,H 


Cirdif  if  I  <|. 


Goods  Delivered  Free  of  Char|  to  Any  Part  of  the  Sfyte 

_  \ 

Amos  H.  Van  Horn, 


Jl  M.Vltla 


I02T 

ft 


Near  Pl^ne  St., 

NEWARK,  N.  J. 


the  Stage!  But?: 
the  rub.  The  »bol*  difficulty  of 


art  cvn>i»t>  iu  y..ur  ».«n  |>en<niiality. 

w?  t  >  speak,  anil  finding  tt  again  trausfurineii, 
Ffftd  it  i-.  a  diflh  u.t  v  whkh  Mias  Bretherton 
has  never  even  umlen»tou,L 

"After  the  impression  of  spuhtaueity  and 
natural  I.«nv,  1  think  what  strul-k  me  must 
was  the  ph\M,-ul  rffeet  London  has  already 
exercised  U|>ou  her  in  six  weeks  She  looks 
sujier biy  sound  and  healthy,  shy  is  tall  and 
fully  develojvsl.  and  her  color*,  for  all  its 
delicur)  pure  and  glowing.  Hut.  after  all. 
she  w:«>  (da'll  m  a  languid,  tropipal  climate, 
and  it  mho  nervous  strain,  the  nt^h.  the  in- 
cesKint  occupation  of  Luidou  w  hich  seem  to 
l**  telling  utioti  Imt  She  gave  me  two  or 
three  times  a  painful  uupressiofi  of  fatigue 
n  Frida > — fat  gun  and  something  like  de¬ 
pression.  Atte:  twenty  niittutUs’  talk  she 
threw  her-eii  leu-ic  ag-unst  the  trUn  pillar  be¬ 
hind  her.  her  White  Lady's  hood  training  a 
taevso  pale  and  drooping  that  tee  all  go:  up 
logo,  feeling  that  it  was  cruelty  ko  keep  her 
up  a  minute  longer  Mrs.  i>t uurt  asked  her 
about  lu-r  Smnl.o  ■«.  aud  whether  |he  ever  got 
out  of  town  INi,  she  said,  with)  a  sigh  and 
.1  look  at  her  uncle,  who  wass.;a*ding  noarv 
I  think  Sunday  ,>  the  hardest  da+  of  alL  it 
is  our  “at  home”  day.  and  such  ckvwdacome 

ju>t  to  loos  at  me,  1  suppose,  fhr  1  cannot 
talk  to  a  quarter  of  them  '  Wbefeupou  Mr. 
"  orrall  said  m  his  blarnl  commercial  way 
that  XV- let y  bad  its  bunleus  as  vjell  as  its 
pleasure*,  aud  tuat  his  dear  ipece  could 
hardly  twa(e  Her  s,x-ial  duties  alter  the  flat¬ 
tering  manner  m  which  Londoik  La. I  wel- 

•  oiued  her  M.ss  Bretherton  answered,  with 
a  sort  of  languid  relwllion,  that ;  her  xx-ial 
duties  would  soon  l>e  the  death  of^  her.  But 
evidently  »bt>  i*  very  d«vile  at  home,  and 
they  do  what  they  like  with  her  It  aeems 
to  uie  that  the  uncle  and  aunt  are  A  good  deal 
-hrewder  than  the  Lon. Ion  (>ubltc,  it  is  borne 
:u  u(x*u  me  by  various  mdicatious  that  they 
know  exactly  what  their  nuw's  popularity 
depends  on,  and  that  it  very  po^nbly  may 
not  Is*  a  b«ng  Lveil  one.  Atvunfllngiy  they 
have  determined  on  two  thing*  first,  that 
she  shall  make  as  much  money  for  the  family 
■"  van  l  j  anv  means  be  made,  and,  secmdly, 
that  »he  shad  find  her  way  into  London  aoct- 

•  ty  and  secure  if  (xw&ible  a  great  |iarti  before 
the  enthusiasm  for  ber  has  had  untie  to  chiiL 
Uoe  bears  vari.wu  stone*  of  the  utM'U*.  all  in 
this  sense .  I  cannot  say  how  true  they  are. 

“However,  tj.e  upshot  of  the  supper  (artv 
was  that  next  day  Wallace.  Kurt*-*  and  1  met 
«t  Mrs  Stuart's  houa*  and  formed  a  Sunday 
league  f  r  the  protection  of  Mi*  Bretherton 
(roar  her  family .  lu  other  words,  wte  mesu  to 
•ecu re  that  U*  has  occasional  rest  and  coun¬ 
try  air  ou  Sunday- h«r  only  fre*  da  v.  Mrs. 
Stuart  h*»  au, -o.lv  wrung  out  of  Mrs  Wor 
rail,  by  a  little  Judlcwais  acnring.  pernu 

to  carry  ber  off  for  two  Soinia>»  _ 

month  and  *«•  next  -  and  Bretherton  i 

rucnontic  »ide.  which  la  curioualv  ,:r. .i.gftu, 
her.  I >a*  bean  lourb*!  by  Ibe  *ugK«.ti  *,  ibat 
tk*  arc'ud  Sunday  shall  be  qwol  L»xf  rd. 


A  fdeaaant,  heme-hj  meal. 

“For be*  was  greatly  in  his  element  at 
lunch.  1  never  knew  him  more  racy .  he  gave 
us  biographies,  montlv  imaginary,  illustrated 
by  sketches,  made  in  the  intervals  of  eating, 
of  the  sitters  who**  (»ortniir<  he  has  con¬ 
descended  to  take  this  year  They  rang* 
from  a  bishop  and  a  royalty  down  to  a  litti* 
girl  picked  up  in  the  London  streets,  and  his 
presentation  of  the  characteristic  attitude* 
of  each — th*»se  attitudes  which,  according  to 
him,  betray  the  ‘inner  soul1  *>f  the  bishop  of 


yet  you  rave  about  her;  how  you  talk  as  if 
against  ^the^  naturai  orde^  th^e  were  nothing  in  the  world  but  genius- 
i  and  French  genius!’ 

i  “It  struck  me  that  I  had  got  to  something 
very  much  below  the  surface  in  Miss  Breth¬ 
erton.  It  was  a  curious  outburst;  I  remem¬ 
ber  how  often  ber  critics  had  compared  her 
to  Desforets,  greatly  to  her  disadvantage. 
Was  this  championship  of  virtue  quite  genu¬ 
ine  or  was  it  merely  the  best  means  of  de¬ 
fending  herself  agaihst  a  rival  by  the  help  of 
British  respectability? 

“  ‘Mma  Desforets,’  I  said,  perhaps  a  little 
dryly,  ‘Is  a  riddle  to  her  best  friends,  and 
probably  to  herself;  she  does  a  thousand 
wild,  imprudent,  bad  things  if  you  will,  but 
she  is  the  greatest  actress  the  modern  world 
has  seen,  and  that's  something  to  have  done 
for  your  generation.  To  have  moved  the 
feelings  and  widened  the  knowledge  of  thou¬ 
sands  by  such  delicate,  such  marvelous,  such 
conscientious  work  as  hers— that  is  an 
achievement  so  great,  so  masterly  that  I  for 
one  will  throw  no  stones  at  her!’ 

“It  seemed  to  me  all  through  ai  though  I 
were  speaking  perversely;  I  could  have  ar¬ 
gued  on  the  other  side  as  passionately 
as  Isabel  Bretherton  herself,  but  I  was 
thinking  of  her  dialogue  with  the  Prince, 
of  that  feeble,  hysterical  death  scene, 
and  it  irritated  me  that  she,  with  her  beauty, 
and  with  British  Philistinism  and  British 
virtue  to  back  ber,  should  be  trampling  on 
Desforets  and  genius.  But  I  was  conscious 
of  my  audacity.  If  a  certain  number  of 
critics  have  been  plain  spoken,  Isabel  Breth¬ 
erton  has  none  the  less  been  surrounded  for 
months  past  with  people  who  have  impressed 
upon  bar  that  the  modern  theatre  is  a  very  i 
doubtful  business,1  that  her  acting  is  as  good 
as  anybody  s,  and  that  her  special  mission  1* 
to  regenerate  the  manners  of  the  stage. 
To  have  the  naked,  artistic  view  thrust 


things !' 

“  It's  London,’  she  said  with  her  little  6igh 
and  the  drooping  lid  that  is  so  prettily 
pathetic.  ‘I  have  the  roar  in  my  ears  all  day, 
and  it  seems  to  be  humming  through  my 
sleep  at  night.  And  then  the  crowd,  and  the 
hurry  people  are  in,  and  the  quickness  and 
sharpness  of  thiugs!  But  I  have  only  a  few 
weeks  more,’  she  added,  brightening,  ‘and 
then  by  October  I  shall  be  more  used  to 
Europe— the  climate  aud  the  life.' 

“I  am  much  impressed,  and  so  is  Mrs, 
Stuart,  by  the  struggle  her  nervous  strength 
is  making  against  London.  All  my  nurs¬ 
ing  of  you.  Mane,  and  of  your  mother 
has  taught  me  to  notice  these  things  in 
women,  tuid  I  find  myself  taking  often  a  very 
physical  and  medical  view  of  Miss  Brether- 
You  see,  it  is  a  case  of  a  northern  tem¬ 
perament  and  constitution  relaxed  by  tropi¬ 
cal  conditions,  and  then  exposed  once  more 
in  an  exceptional  degree  to  the  strain  aud 
saof  northern  life.  1  rage  when  I  think  of 
such  a ,  piece  of  physical  excellence  marred 
and  dimmed  by  our  hardi  English  struggle. 
And  all  for  what?  For  a  commonplace, 
make  lielieve  art,  vulgarizing  in  the  long  run 
both  to  the  artist  and  the  public!  There  is 
nae  of  tragic  waste  about  it.  Suptwee 
London  destroys  her  bea  th  -  there  are  some 
■gns  of  it— what  a  futile,  ironical  pathos 
there  would  be  in  it.  I  long  to  step  in,  to 
have  at  somebody,  to  stop  it. 

“A  little  iucideut  later  ou  threw  a  curious 
Mght  upon  her  We  had  moved  ou  to  the 
other  side  of  the  pond  and  were  basking  in 
the  fir  wood.  The  afternoon  sun  was  slant¬ 
ing  through  the  branches  ou  to  the  bosom  of 
the  pond;  a  splendid  Sroteh  fir  just  beside  us 
tossed  out  its  ml  limbed  branches  over  a 
great  bed  of  green  reeds,  starred  here  and 
there  with  yellow  irtsaa  The  woman  from 
the  keeper's  cottage  near  had  brought  us  out 
some  tea.  and  most  of  us  hail  falleu  rnto 


R.E.  Hsckel&Sons 

BUTCHERS, 

Center  Market,  Bloomfield 

I  r 

PUD  FBESH,  CORNED  and  SMOKED 

MK&rs. 

Yraah  Trull*  and  Y*g*tabla*  ta  tkalr  Beaaaa. 

▲Iso  a  good  —  teetten  ad 

Fresh  Fish,  and  Oysters. 


Good  Delivered. 

Telephone  Wo.  3 


American  House 

BLOOMFIELD,  N.  J.t 

At  the  ‘CENTRE.”  Three  Minute**  Walk  tome 
M.  a  R.  Depot. 


The  only  Hotel  in  town  where  first-dan* 
Accommodation*  and  Meal*  at  all  houxa 
can  be  had. 

Fine  WLaa*  and  Liquor*.  Imported  and 
Domestic  Cigars  from  E.  C.  Hazard  4  Oo.. 
New  York. 

Special  attention  (lven  to 
Gueeta. 

W.  R  COUBTER, 


MARTIN  HUMMEL, 

i)siLU  ta  ill  But  Qmmn  or 

Lehfhuid  nn  A  T 
“Wyoming  'jV/il.Jj, 

Well  Seasoned  Wood, 

•AWRR  OR  OUT. 

tet*  ea  BE# IB  STREET.  Hear  laellaed  Plane 
Feet  Oflo*  Box  TS. 

Bloomfield,  1ST.  J . 


PIANOS  I  j  PIANOS  I 

PIANOS ! 


LAUTER  CO. 


Lord  &  Taylor 

Grand  Street  Store. 

Muslin 

Underwear 

During  the  remainder  of 
this  month  we  shall  continue 
our  sale  of 

Mus lift  Underwear , 


A|ND  ALL  STANDARD  MAKES 

Hole  AgiMit  for 


upon  her— that  it  is  the  actress’  busineee  .  .  .  j 

to  ad,  and  th*.  if  she  doe*  that  weu,  American  House  RESTAURANT, 

shortoom-  1  i 


whatever  may  be  her  personal  shortcom-  J  .  ,  ^ 

sybarite,  frame  of  mind  in  which  talk  seemed  ings,  her  generation  has  cause  to  be  grateful  Mial*  Served  at  All  Hours,  Day  or  Night, 
to  be  a  burden  on  the  sileo.-e  aud  easeful  to  her— must  be  repugnant  to  her.  She,  too, 

1  peace  of  the  scene.  Suddenly  Wallace  and  talks  about  art,  but  it  ia  like  a  child’ who 
Forbes  fell  upon  the  question  of  Balzac,  of  l*arns  a  string  of  long  words  without  under- 
wfaoui  Wallace  has  been  making  a  study  standing  them.  She  walked  on  beside  me 
lately,  and  »crv  soon  landed  m  a  discussion  while  I  cooled  down  and  thought  what  a  fool 
of  Balzac's  method  of  character  drawing.  I  had  been  to  endanger  a  friendship  which 
the  found  mir—  was  admirable  Then  befell  I  ^  1Us,*2Tlai'  ^  ^riot  W  opened  so  well-her  wonderfully  open- 

“h?  ^r^J^TbSv  of  U"  '**■  •*■'  lu~r'  iD*  oac*  “  though  to  speak,  archer 

-  *  I  nations  of  qualsbes.  mathematical  deduction*  quick  breath  coming  and  going  as  she  scat- 


OVSTERS.  STEAKS,  CHOPS.  Ac. 

'V-I.&rale  Dining  Boom  for  Ladle*. 

I  WM.  B.  COUBTER.  Proprietor 


ail  new 

goods. 

well 

made 

and  at  \ 

cry  low 

prices. 

Chemise,  15c., 

29c., 

39C 

Corset 

Covers, 

25c., 

29c. 

39C. 

Skirts, 

39C-. 

49c» 

59*- 

Gowns, 

59Ci 

69c., 

79t. 

Drawers.  15c, 

19C.1 

29c. 

STEINWAY, 

e  Standard  Piano  of  the  World 

_ •  ;[• 

EMERSON,  S.  G.  CHICKERING  STERLING, 


Th 


IANOH  A  «»K< 

L)  t-r«M-y  for  tlie 


(fabler  Patent  Metal  Actioic|  Frame  Upright  Piano 

tl  e  roost  popular  Piano  made  Mu*i<‘l*nh  litt  it.  Singer*  like  It.  tt.^ll  "111 
BOD^  IT 

SD  rifs**.  at  t» 

Newa^l 


popular 

EVERY 

large  Aa^ortuieiit  of  SECOND  HA 


l  the  lowest  |-f .  e.  t 


which  1  suppoi*'  be  will  wx>n  L*  the  (wroident— 
and  tore  it  limb  from  limb.  With  what  fac* 
I  shall  ever  sit  wt  tl:e  same  table  with  him  at 
the  acatieniy  dinners  of  the  future — sq[>(k*< 
ing  fort une'evrit  exalts  me  again  a>.  she  did 
th^i  year  t>*  t august  meal  1  hardly* 
know  Millais'  faces.  IVttirs  knights  or 
Calderon's  L-aut  i--  -ali  faml  the  sann*  You 
could  ni-*t  say  It  was  iM  aatured.  it 
simply  the  bare  truth  of  things  put  in  tbtt 
whimsical  manner  which  j-  natural  to 

“Miss  Bretliert«.*u  listened  to  and  laughed  at 
it  all,  finding  her  way  through  the  crowd  of 
unfamiliar  names  and  allusions  with  a  wo-, 
man's  cleverness,  looking  adorable  ail  t bo 
fin*  to  a  ohwk  of  some  brown  velvet  stuff, 
and  a  large  hat  also  of  ‘brown  v <-i v a  She 
has  a  liewutiful  hand,  fine  ami  delicate,  not 
specially  small,  but  full  of  character,  it  was 
pleasant  to  watch  it  plaving  wufi  her  orange, 
or  sin  >>4 him:  Law-k  every  ik>w  and  torn  the 
rebellious  lock*  which  will  strav.  do  what! 
•ha  will,  bey  .aid  the  t>oun.teries  assigned  to 
ully  Wallace  wa*  lU  advised 
enough  to  id  her  which  prtura*  um  bod 
used  the  b*»t  at  tba  Private  View  .  ifce  rn- 


nations  of  qualities.  uiatheinatK’a!  deductions 
from  a  giv  eu  point «  At  lost  1  was  drawn  rn, 
and  the  t?:aa:  :s;  S  uart  has  trameil  his  Wife 
in  Ba'jx:  .  t  :.l  s.ie  has  u  dry.  or.gmal  wav  uf 
judging  a  n*v,  1.  which  is  stuualatui^  and 
keeps  :hc  la' l  roHiug  It  was  tae  first  tun# 
that  i^_e  tali.  U^.l  iu*  centered  in  one  wav  or 
another  arcur.il  Misa  Bret  ber:  ‘  »ho.  of 
course,  was  the  first  ronsiderat.  -.i  turoogb- 
outtbedav  iu  all  our  minds,  d  .  , -v  v«- 

bement  and  li^vtfnltijtt  I..-..  .  .:  t-niov*. 
meut  of  Le:-  u.vr-itei  t be  i.ea- r.»i  .-u  ren*. 
8oc  bad  takeu  off  he.  bat  an  l  >  >l-a:uag 

back  again  t  th  •  oak  umirr  w  .uc^Jfsbe 
watching  with  parted  If..  >in  I  n  --a^.  f 
purest  delight  and  Bonder  lb-- 
a  uut  batch  o\ erftend.  ,  .-rea' 

(verker  krwd.  with  4*i.<ot. 
jdurnage.  nh  ■  «a,  ts*vj  mg  tu 
ber  f  or  «user;>  •»  ,t‘v  i  f 


th* 

rbieatfc  of 
p  w.od- 
e  gray 
j  alove 
arjr.-  »i*vr.;ta-ate 


.•  ak«:  to 


--.T.  vmrre 


pliod  hv  picking  out  a  ball  room  wwoa  aa  “  *"  * 

Kortb^ *  and  an  unutterable  mawkish  thing  ot  |  ..  "V 

Halford  *— a  trwbadour  in  a  pink  lirmiai  '  ^  '  **  rom  tb# 


UU. 

a  little  iluia-ei- 
W  ;Vi  hit  nrev  mj. 

’  R»’  said  Wallarr,  wb«»  I-  a  lur.l  lovt.*, 
‘a  t ru>v  t  •  LUics.-.  and  Ir*  u-  w.i:  uma 

wwt  tnvteto—  Mi«  Hmla-rtoo  -  r  .ht  u, 

^  pewter  then]  to  Prarw-b  novels 

**  - - -  *be  ^,d.  w  .tovlrawiag 

brwnca  *<•(»•  ber  and 


tered  the  yellow  petals  of  the  flowers  far  and 
wide  with  a  sort  of  mute  passion  which  *ent  a 
thrill  through  me.  It  was  as  though  she 
coaid  not  trust  beraelf  to  speak,  and  1  wailed 
awkwardly  on  Providence,  wishing  the  other* 
were  not  so  far  off.  Bat  suddenly  the  tension 
of  bar  mood  seemed  to  give  way.  Her  smite 
flashed  oot,  and  she  turned  upon  me  with  a 
sweet,  anger  gTaciousneaa.  quite  indeecnbabla 
“  ‘No.  we  won't  throw  stones  at  ber:  Sb* 
is  great.  I  know,  but  that  other  feeling  is  an 
strong  in  me.  I  cars  for  my  art;  it  seems  to 
me  grand,  magnificent! -but  I  think  1  care 
still  more  for  making  people  feel  it  is  work  a 
good  women  can  do,  for  bolding  mv  own  in 
it,  and  asserting  mveelf  against  t be  people 
who  behave  as  if  all  actresses  had  done  tbe 
things  that  Mma  Desforets  has  done  Don't 
think  me  narrow  and  jealoaa  I  shoa'id  hate 

yon  and  the  Stuarts  to  think  that  of  «na  Yon 
have  oil  ben  so  kunl  to  me— aoefa  good,  real 
friends!  I  shall  never  forget  this  day.  Oh: 
-look,  there  is  the  carriage  standing  up  there. 
I  wish  it  was  the  morning  and  not  the  even¬ 
ing.  and  that  it  might  all  come  again  I 
hate  the  thought  of  London  and  is*t  ^ 
anre  tomorrow  sijtt  Oh.  my  pno mme! 

What  a  wretch  I  am!  P—  1 — ■  - - - 

alL  Look,  just  that  bu 


Is  the  o^em  an*  nest  popular  arieettee  sod 
’J**  Swkfisheu  nnd  ha*  Uk*  hipa 

A  iCHITECTS  4  BilLBEIC 

“  *f  Sol —tile  AwteteiO.  J 


Also  a  full  line  of  Infants' 
and  Children’s  wear. 


esiEy 

SAVE  MONEY  ™ 

hr  paefiown*  the  nv  D«,  not 

decte*  what  neite  u,  get  udJ  you  in,*  n- 

IW  Ckua  Ua  m~U  m. 

Enev  T  Be  potest  re peotin«  *rt-«  nd 

«  mew  pnova  aokes  then  *uprrve  V  nil 
r  uWi 


w  trade  marks. 

tsirarasa 

^KKS5=k.-dS^ - 


lOO  Upriglll  1*1111101“! 

♦260  CASH  :  Or  12^0  on  IneUlments' 

Only  $10  <l<n*n  nn-1  $10  luoiithiv  unjll  |*u<l  1* 

n.  i>.  co.. 

657  &  659  BROAD  Sf,  NEWARK.  N.  J, 

TELEPHONE  708. 

SHER 
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ute  Is  tea*  tin*  »>-••  •  ’  ..a- 

Unai  rvW..j 

JIMOK-isS 

n»«<w  ««"  .  ** 

h»»:  v***  ••  »  *•  srtst**' 
**•  -»  ft  A\m.  is*  - 

i  Cl  ev*S  u  fact  *rvf.  le«<  ’  jri  •» 

Un  Ante  jwar  wWrew  ■- - 

WASHER  CO.. 
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S.  MORRIS'  HULIN. 


Book  and  Job  Printing  Establishment 
BHOAD  STBEtT,  BLOOM  FIELD. 


